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Hotel 


Author's Notes: 
Just some short michael/satchel fluff that's been stuck in my head for a while. 


It had been a long day. 
Michael was ready to fall asleep just about anywhere - but as luck would have it, their bus found its way into 
a hotel's parking lot somewhere in a small town in New York. Or it might've been Connecticut - he hadn't been 


paying attention to the signs. 


The most disappointing thing was the fact that the only rooms left to offer were single beds and one double 
bed. 


So, naturally, they took the double room. 


Steel Panther was a band of four men - more like children most of the time, sometimes more like women - 


but nevertheless, four men who acted up their gay routine for the fans to get a reaction. Obviously, no one 


had actual feelings for one another. 

That's what Michael liked to tell himself. 

In truth, he'd been madly in love with his guitarist since he got to know him past his hard exterior. 

Satchel was a man of many sides. As many as Lexxi could count, which was about five. He was always cheerful 
and outgoing, egotistic at times (Lexxi had to look that one up), and could and would insult one at any given 
chance. But at the same time, he was one of the sweetest guys you could ever know. 

Michael had been more in touch with the ‘sweet side‘ of Satchel lately than he thought he ever could be. 

It started with the little smiles back and forth, then the longing gazes. Stix was the one who noticed it first. He 
told Lexxi. Lexxi told Satchel because the bassist didn't know how to keep his mouth shut. Michael watched 
Satchel fade away for a bit. 


But he always came back. 


Michael frowned as he gazed upon the two-bed tiny hotel room. Although he knew what he was renting at the 


counter, it still annoyed him. 


"I'm bunking with Lexxi." Stix declared, hopping on and claiming the bed closer to the door for him and his 
lover- cough, they refuse to admit it-friend. 


Satchel shot a playful smirk towards Michael as he trotted over to the window side, plopping his suitcase onto 
the bed. Michael watched silently as the guitarist ruffled through the bag. 


"What?" 
"Hm?" Michael hummed, raising his eyebrows. Satchel chortled, resting his hand on his hip. 
"You've been staring for the past five minutes. Dude, we're going to bed. I'm fuckin’ exhausted." 


Oh, right. Bed was a good idea. It hadn't occurred to him how late it was - already nearing midnight. How long 
had they been driving? 


"Y-yeah, right. You don't mind if | sleep in just my boxers?" Michael flopped his suitcase on the other side of 
the bed, already removing his shirt from his head and tossing it into the case. 


"Nope. That's what l'm doing, too." Satchel replied, heaving his things off the sheets and under the side table. 
Michael glanced up to find Satchel's glorious body already on display. Oh, why did that bastard have to wear 
briefs? The tightness of the cotton fabric over Satchel's ass and strong thighs nearly had Michael drooling, he 
looked so damn good. Oh shit, he was staring again. 


"You guys done?" Stix mumbled, a yawn escaping his lips. Lexxi was already in bed, somehow having changed and 


washed his face of all his makeup before Michael had even finished undressing. 


"Y-yeah- hold on" Michael shoved his pants into the suitcase, placing it on the floor and hopping into bed. 
Satchel followed suit as Stix flicked out the lights. 


Michael suddenly felt self-conscious sliding into bed with a Greek god, so he turned and laid with his back 


facing Satchel. For a while, everything was silent. 


The room was cold. Michael hadn't noticed due to the heat of being in bed with Satchel, but the guitarist knew. 
And he was chilled to the bone. 


Michael's heart nearly skipped a beat when he felt the built arms wrap around his waist and pull him close. 
"ls cold." 
No other words were exchanged between the two men. Michael rested his hands on Satchel's around his belly. 


The feeling of his friend's nose nuzzling into his hair, hand tight around his waist - it almost made Michael 


want to cry. He was so close, yet so far. 
"Hey, Michael.” 
"Yeah, Satch?" 


"Just letting you know." The guitarist shifted, forcing Michael to fall closer against his chest. He smiled softly, 
exhaling. ". That | think you're really great, and | love you." 


Michael sat there for a moment, just comprehending, 
"Really?" 

Satchel nearly laughed at loud, and would've if Stix and Lexxi weren't asleep three feet away. 
"Yes, really. | just felt like it was finally time to let you know 


He clasped his hands with Michael's, pressing a little kiss to the back of his neck Michael smiled, cheeks pinks 


from the small gesture. 


"Well, in that case, Satch. | love you, too." 


